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*c Be sure it does," the man said. " If you waste any time, you'll
regret it. The French Army's on the march from Newport to join
Washington. Washington's going to cross the Hudson from Jersey
with two thousand men and meet the French at Kingsbridge, fourteen
miles north of New York. There's four thousand French, and they're *
marching in separate regiments by different roads. About ten miles
from their objective, they figure on coming together in a single column
and marching as a brigade to Kingsbndge. Their baggage wagons are
being drawn by oxen, so they can't move fast.'*
He stopped and looked at me.
" What else ? " I asked.
" You don't need anything else," the man said. " That's enough I "
" Who's in command ? " I asked. " The artillery isn't moving
with that column, is it ? "
" Rochambeau's in command," he said. " He's with 'em, and his
artillery, and everything else! " He laughed excitedly, " I guess
we've got 'em this time ! "
He went to the window -and cautiously raised the shade. A smoky
pinkness was reflected in the glassy water of the East River, and the
hulks of the prison ships were black silhouettes against the faint glow.
Without a word to either of us, the man drew down the shade, turned
from the window, hurried to the door and disappeared,
Mrs. Byles drew a deep breath. " Maybe I've been wrong all the
time, Oliver i Maybe Clinton's done right to keep so many men in
New York, perfectly protected. Put on your clothes I I'll get your
breakfast, and you can eat while you're crossing the river. Clinton's
got to have this news before he starts another headache to cure the
one he got last night."
There was a sentry pacing up and down in front of the brick houses
at the lower end of Broadway, and there were two more across the
street in the shady green park on which those handsome mansions
faced. When I ran up the steps of No. I Broadway, the sentry slapped
the butt of his musket and said hoarsely, " Here, here ! What's your
business at this hour ? "                                                           ^
The two sentries across the street moved out from among the trees
and stood staring at me.
" I'm Captain Wiswell, King's American Dragoons," I said. " I've
got to see General Clinton on a matter of vital fmilitary importance."
"You'll have to state your business at the side door, Captain,'* the
sentry said. " Those are orders. Anybody that pounds on that front
door before seven o'clock wakes up everybody in this house as well
as everybody in General Arnold's house next door."
He went with me to the side entrance, and after repeated puffings